INFLUENTIAL   CIRCLE                      221
apparently become one of the more popular indoor sports
of the capital. Demand for seats in the restricted galleries
is so high that it is difficult for a foreigner to secure a pass.
Finding one's way into the Assembly building in the
first place, and into the appropriate gallery in the second,
is apt to leave one feeling that the popular nickname is
perhaps not so inapposite after all. That place has far
more entrances than any self-respecting legislature should
have. Up the long flight of stairs, the position becomes
more and more confusing. It is more like a squirreFs cage
than a monkey-house; for the corridor runs completely
round the building, and there is no way of knowing which
way to go. At least there would be no way of knowing for
a visitor paying a first call upon the legislators at work.
On subsequent visits he might be all right, provided he
had a good head for heights and a highly-developed bump
of locality.
I was lucky.   My business friend had far-sightedly sent
along his senior assistant, Dadar, to see that I did not lose
myself, and also to act as interpreter should any of the'
speakers embark upon languages unknown.
The galleries are really all part of one balcony running
right around the circular assembly chamber. It is divided
up by hand-rails. Directly above the Speaker's Chair is
the Press Gallery. The Speaker's Gallery, for which Dadar
and I held passes, lies on the Speaker's left. Facing him is the
largest of the sections, known simply as the Visitors' Gallery,
Half-right of the Speaker lies the Distinguished Visitors'
Gallery. And on his right, the so-called Women's Gallery,
for relatives of members. Each section has a separate
entrance from the squirrels' race-track, and at each doorway,
and at intervals between them, hang large notices giving
warning that sticks, umbrellas, handbags, brief-cases and
such items are all forbidden and must be left outside the
galleries.
Our passes were checked on entry into the building.